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HARDYKNUTE, 

A HEROIC SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

The 5rcomnarable beamies of thi. Ballad, and the favonr- 
ab e rccq^tion v^ hich the firft parr hath always met wuh 
.f"t thi lovers c£ ancient poetry, ^-e .nducedjhe 
Editor here to give the trap;edy complete. Certam, 
that vvhile it ornaments his Colleaion, it muft alfo en- 
ertam the reader. Though the firft part has been of 
pretty long {landing in the literary world, it is behcved 

, few have hitherto had the pleafure ot pcrufinc: the fe- 
cond.-for which we are indebted to the judicious Com- 

. piler of the Scottifh Tragic Ballads, who hath had the 
honour of fnatchinR this valuable remains froni the jaw, 
of Oblivion, and tranfmltting to pofterity the tirtl com- 
plete copy. 

STATELY ftept he eaft the wa', 

'■ And (lately ftepthe weft ; 

Full feventy yclrs he now had fenc, 

With fcerce fevin yeirs of reft. 
He livit whan Briton'' s breach of faith 

VVrocht Scotland meikle wae, 

Britons. This was the corimon name which the Scots 
..gsYC the Enclilh anciertiy, as may be fcen in old poets. 
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And aye his fvvcrd tauld to their coft. 
He was their deidly fae. 

II. 

Hie on a hill Lis caflle Jludcy 

With halls and touris a hicht ; 
And guidiy chambers fair to fee, 

Whar helodgit mony a knicht. 
His dsme fae peiriels anes, and fair, 

For chaile and bewtie fene, 
Nae marraw had in a' the land, 

Save Margaret the quene. 

His cnjlle JluJe. A bout a mile and a half north of Kil- 
hun^ie, i-iardykniite*s Caftle ftands on that ridge of hills, 
■which ftretches to the wcfl and north of that village. 
From the thicknefs of its walls, anditsbeing acceflibk on 
one fide only, it appears to have been a place of confukr- 
able (Irength. The ruins of this Edifice are feen at a gre;it 
difcance from the fouth-wcft champain country. It is now 
ceiled Glen-Garncck Cailie on account of its peculiar fitu- 
ation. 

Kn'ichts. Thefe knights were only military officers at- 
tending the Earls, Barons, &c, as appears from the hifto- 
ries of the middle ages. 

Save Margaret the quene. She was the elded dauc^hter 
of Henry III. the King, and Eleanor the Queen of Eng- 
land ; and was confidered the moil beautiful woman of 
that age, as appears from the frequent allufions made to 
her in the writings of thefe times, particularly in the old 
hiftorical Scottifh Ballad of Sir James the Rofe, written 
long after the era of Hardyknute. In that Ballad, the 
author, to extol the beauty of Matilda, daughter of Lord 
Buchan, the Mifbrefs of his hero, draws the following con- 

trafl p^f" poetica licentia. 

*' The fair Matilda dear he lov'd, 

A maid of beauty rare, 
" Even Margaret on the Scottifli thronCj 
" Was never half fo fair," 
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III. 

Vulltlurtein {bns to lum fl^e bare, 

AH men of valour ftout, _^ 
T Wn'idy ficbt, with iwordin hand, 

rou yltr~'d;lang motc they hve 

To (land by liege and land : 
H'e was their fame, hie was their m.cht, 

'.-^ nd hie was their commaiiu. 

IV. 

Griet luve they bare to .^^^^n^y f^ur, 

Their filler iaft and dier, ^ 
Her -irdle (haw'd her middle jirnp, 

And gowden gUil her ha.r. 
What wa^fou w^e her bewtie bred 1 

Waefou to young and auld, 
Waefou 1 trow to kyth and kin, 

As ilory ever tauld. 

V. 

The King of Norfe In fummer tide, 

Fuft up withpouir and micht. 
Landed in fair Scotland the ifie, 

Wi' mony a hardie knicht . 

U U very P™.able that , he cl^!:" 
anor, after her mother, lor a gr^^iL 

^;^U S aro-lMtet .„ Cunningham iUU. 
"n';Sl6?rJl'Sl'i"63, v. King of 



The tidings to our gude Scots king f 

Cam as he fat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in brave array, 

Drinking the bluid-red wyne. 

VI. 

« To horfe, to horfe, my royal liege I 

« Your faes Hand on the ftrand ; 
* Full twenty thoufand glittering fpeirs 

< The chiefs of Norfe command.' 
« Bring me my ftcid, Page, dapple gray.'^ 

Our gude king raife and cry'd : 
A truftier beall in a' the land, 

A Scots king nevir feyd. 

Norway, with a Fleet of i6o Sail, came to ^yr, a mari- 
time town of Kyle, where he landed 20.000 men. 

Hacquin pretended that the caufc of the war, was, on 
account of the Islands of Bute, Arrar, and both tk 
Cumbraes, which were never reckoned amongft the JEm- 
dx; which had been promifcd to his anceflors by Donald 
Bane, and were not yet put into his hands. 

Hacquin took Bute and Arran, and reduced their caf- 
ties before he met with any oppofition. Then makinga 
defcent into Cunningham, the ntxt continent over againft 
Bute, on that part of it called Largs, was there encoun- 
tered and defeated by ihe Scottifh army, which eagerly 
purfutd the Norwegians till night ; and the whole country 
between the Largs and Ayr, was ftrewcd with their 
slaughtered carcafes- There was slain in this battle fixteen 
thoufand of the Norwegians, and five thoufand of tjic 

Scots. ^ , - 

t Alexaade IIU King of Sgotland* 



VII. 

jae'' Httlc Page "tell Hardyhnuie;' 

Wka lives on hill fae hie, 

To draw his fword, the dreid of faes, 
And halle and follow me." 
The little Page flew fwift as dart, 

Viang by his mailer's arm ; 
< Cum down, cum down, Lord Hardyknute, 

i And rede your king frae harm. 

The Paees in the periods of chWalry were o£ 
The you'ng warrior, were hra dene 

minuted pages. derivation, and 

r ""fi? cI.'^tIth "sTao" c. It appears to have been 
fij/nitie^ i-ANUTt. 1 " c.«,„. rf or Alexander, Lord 

rr^i sJ-L^ob inU'o^e^M^lu:!- NO. Jy, by wMcK 

^ii^alV^iod... put ^^X^^-^' 
doubted y owing to the great bravery aim ^o 

Hardyknute. jr rr.^ a lartre caternal inheri- 

tance,ye. tne rui g ^.j^^ ^^^rony o 

Sa:l'e;'t:h:V™^ ot%ru!udbaght. d.ud 3d o£ 

a^'d ke ratified *e donacions of hi, 
hacy ot Paisley, and h. was an e™'"^' 
faid Abbacy befides : from all wh.ch, (fay= Abe'crom ; 
we may coLlude, that he was the greateft, and probawy 
the beft {ubjcft in thofe days. 
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The filken cords of twirtle twid 

Were plet with filver fhene ; 
And apron fet with mony a dye 

Of neidle-vvark fae rare, 
Wove by nae hand as ye may guefa, 

Save that of Fairly fctir, 

XV. 

And he has ridden our muir and mofs^ 

Our hills and mony a glen, 
Whan he cam to a wounded knicht,' 

Making a heavy mane ; 

* Here maun 1 lye, here maun I dye 
' By treacheries faufe gyles ; 

* Witlefs I was that eir gave faith 
< To wicked woman's fmyles.' 

XVI. 

Sir knichty gin ye were in my bouir, 
" To lean on filken feat, 
My lady's kyndlie care you'd pruvc 
** Wha neir kend deadly hate ; 
Hirfcll wald watch ye all the day 
** Her maids at deid of nicht ; 
And Fairly fair your heart would cheir, 
As (lie Itands in your ficht. 

Fairly fair. Working at the needle, &c. was reckon- 
ed an honourable employment l.>y the greatefl ladies of 
thofe times. 

Sir Knicht. The addition of Sir to the names of knights 
was in uie before the age of Edward I. and was taker, 
from Sire, which in old French fignifies Seignieuc or Lord. 

\To be continue d,"]^ 

J, Neil/on, frintft* 
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Swyth on the hardend clay he fcH, 

Richt far was heard the thud ; 
But Thomas luk'd not as he lay 

All waUering in his blude. * 

♦ The description here eiven of a battle, though prr 
liaps not the moft fublinie, it is the moft animated and in- 
terefting to be found in any poet. I J yields not to Oflian 
forlivciy painting, nor to any in Homer for those litt't 
anecdotes and strokes of nature, which arc 1© deservedly 
admired in that matter. • Poerry and Rhetoric, ' fays 

* the author of an Enqniry into the origin of our Ideas <^!; 

* the Sublime and Beautilul, do not succeed in fxa6l 
' defcription lo well as Fainting does; their btffinefs is to 
' afFedl rarhcr sympathy than imitation; to dif}day rather 

* the efTedl of things on the mind of the speaker, or of 
' others, than to present a clear idea of the things them' 

* selves. This is their moft ex^enfivc province, and the' 

* in which they succeed the beft.' 
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The' bJeiJing corps of warriours hy^ 

Neir to arife aganc : . 
Neirto return lo native land; 

Na mair wi blythlum found? 
To boall the glories of that diy. 

And. (haw their fhynand wounds. 

XXXIX. 

On- yJoriva'f s coajt the ividow^d dams 

May luaJJj the rock, ^uji teirj, 
JVhy lang hike onvr the foiplefs feas 

Before her mate appears 
Ceify Fmma, cc'ife lo hope in vain, 

7 hy lord /yes in the ctay ; 
The vah'ant Scots nae rievers th(A>: 

To carry lyfc away. 

Nse echo herrj in d ub'e dinfs, 

Nor the iang windinkj- horn, 
N?c ma r scho blew out braid as echo 

D)d <n that firnniei's jriorn. 

On Norrvnyj coast ] Theft verfes arc in the fiPfii 
ilrie of Ballad precry. They have been well imitated 

mrdef-n wnier, who feen^s indebted, for the befl Orf)ke$ 
of his firft pcodu6lion, to a tafte for fuch compofitionsj 
Ye dames of Denmark! even for ycu I feel. 
Who iaaiy fitting on the lea beat-fhore. 
Long look for lords that never fhail return. • 

Douglas, Acfl HI. 
Ma'c'-lm l.<r\z E n. h'S Hifory of Scotlnrni vol. II. 
paye 4'24. L' nil. e ;ir. 1800, in difpur'.nor on the authen- 
ricicy of ( ' Ti nt's pnem-*, hiyg that Th^ ApoOrophe t^) 
the maid ol lni;'t^ire — '^i^ee^ on tfjy.rOik of roaring ivinJ'y 
0 rnciiri (f Tn:'.tore! hiait"y fair head over the ivaves : h$ 
is f.iHen ! thy \>si:i!j is lotu pnle beneath the fivord ef Cw 
thtilin^ is borrowco. from Hardiknute/' 



3 

XL. 

There on a lee, whar {lands a crofe 

^ct up for monument. 
Thousands fu ferce, that fimmer's dajr, 

Fiird kene Wars black intent. 
Let Scots, while Scots, pralle Hardyknutiv 

l^ct Noi i'e the name aye dreid ; 
Ave how he faucht, '^ft how he fpaird 

Sail latell ages reid 

The weftlin wind blew loud and chll, 

Sair beat the heavy (houir, 
Mirk grew the nicht ere Hardyknute 

Wan ncir his (lately touir ; 
His touir that usM i torches blelfe 

To (hyne fae far at nicht 
^e'tm'd now as black as mourning ^etd 

Nae marvel fair he fich'd 

XLH. 

" There'' nae ficht in ^vy lady'* ^ houif 

« There's nae Ucht tn my ha ; . 

W the cuftom on any mournful tve.u. to hMg the ca.l.e 
le, whl Wack cloth. ThU is alluded to here , .nd n,« e 
rnin>l.,y n,entl,.ned an^.ccUent -^^-,B ,.ade.^ 

titledTHE Birth of Si. <^ ° ^ ^/ ' . ^ ' 

mcai) knowledge of the irarners ^'^ ^^'Ifp ' 
But when he reach'd h.s cafl e pre, 
His gate was hune^^-i-^ black. 

T/«,/. "'v , ' fH.ft.'ry ■ f 

'.;en,w;th^:wn\a^^^^ 

i. ,c tb, b.,n, »» /.»?/^^^«"'^ ^^-^ 'f 's'* 

'rem bling through the gloom. 



Th'- /lorm grew ryfc tin ouch a' tlie lift 

I hc black lalr. ilioiir'd, and iichlning gknt 
Their haruiiine ainng 

Xi.vn. 

Wiiat fcir pofRfi tl. cir bodin- breefls 

Whan, by the gloomy glour, 
The caftlc ditch \vi deid bodies 

They faw was filPd out owr ! 
Qiioth Hardyknute I wold to Chryfle 

** The Noife had wan the day, 

Sae I had kiept at hame but anes, 

** Thilk bluidy feats to day." 

XLVj'll. 

\Vj fpeid they pall, and fune they recht 

I'he bafe-courts founding bound, 
Deip groans fith heard, and throuch the mirk 

Lukd vviitfuliy around. 
The moon, frae hind a fable cloud, 

Wi fudden twinkle /hane, 
Whan, on the cauldrif eard, they fand 

liie gude Sir Mordac layn. 

XLIX. 

Befprent wi gore, frae helm to fpur, 

Was the trew-heartit knicht ; 
Swyth frae his lleid fprang Hardyknute, 
Muvit wi the heavy ficht, 
O fay thy mafter's Hieild in weir, 
•* His fawman in the ha, 

hat hatefu chance cold hae the pouir 
To lay thy eild fae law?'' 

[_To bs continued.'] 

y» iViiiittny inter ^ 
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CONriNUATION OF 

HARDY KNUTE. 

LXXl!. 

The jrallaut Thomas rofe bedeen 

His richt of age to plcid : 
■Ind Rothfay fliawd his ftrenthie fpcir : 

And Malcolm mein'd his fpcid. 
•My fens your ilryle I gladly fee, 

« But it fall neir be faycn, 
'That Haidykniitc fat in his ha,. 

•/Vndheirdhis Ton was ilaycn, 

' xxin. 

' My lady deir, J2 nnd na feir ; 

^ The richt is on cj'-iv fyde : 

L>vne r fing wit" richt frawart hade 

'Nae p-'H. iy vvald ^k- byde. 

The lady fat in heavy rnude, 

Their lunefu march to heir, 

iVhile, far ayontherken, the found 

Nae mair mote roii n her eir. 

LXXIV. 

) haeye ftin fnm or]ite \ nd touir, 

Wi mirrie archers crownd, 
Vha vaunt tu I'^c aieii trM-.bimg fae ^ 

Keiptfrae their conntrie s bound 




Pound was lord DrarTan for the feclit. 
Whan lo ! his Fai'Hy deir 

Rnn fraeher hie boiur to the Iia. 
Wi a' the fpeid of feir. 

i' xxxrr. 

Ein as the riidie flar o' morn 
Peirs throuch a cloud of dew, 

c^ae did fliefeim, as roini his neck 
Her fnavvyarms Hie threw. 

* O why, O why, did Fairly wair 

_*^0n thee her thoiichtlefs luve ? 

* Whafc cruel heart can ettle aye 

* Her fathers dethe to pruve I' 

I/AAXill. 

And firfl; he kifsM her bhiming cheik, 

And fyne her bofom deir ; 
Then fhdly ftrade athwart the ha. 

And drapd ae tendir teir. 

My menie heid my words wi care, 

" Gin ony dare to ilay 

Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I fweir 

" Wi lyfe he fall nae gae.*' 

LXXX'V, 
*My maidens bring mybridal gown, 
* I little trewM yestrcne, 
To rife f» ae bonny DrafFan's bed. 

His bluidy dethe to fene.' 
Owr Nethan's weily ftreim he far'd 

i feiming ire and prydc ; 
Kisblafon, ghfterand owrehis helm, 
Bare Allan by hisfyde, 



/\nd fune ihe faw her llaUvart lorj 

Attein the bleifing phin, 
Richt Tune the bugiis blew, and Ian-'' 

And bluidy was the fray ; 
Eir hour of mine, that eln'c tyde. 

Had hundreds tint their day. 

LXXKVI. 
Like beccn bricht at deid of nicht, 

The michty chief muvit on ; 
Hisbafnet bleifmg to the fun, 

Wi deidly lichtnin;^ fhone. 
Draffan he focht, wi him at anes 

To end the cruel ftryfe ; 
But aye his fpeirmen thranging round 

Forefend their leiders lyfe, 

Lxxxvr. 

The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid 

Ran reiking monv a mile ; 
Few stude the faucht, yet dethe alane 

Cold end their irie toil. 
< Wha flie, 1 vow, fall frae my fpeir 

* Receive they dethe the dreid 1' 
Cry'd DrafFan, as alang the plain 

Hefpurd hisbluid-red fteid. 

Lxxxyin. 

Up to him fune a knicht can prance, 

A grath'd in filver mail ; 
" Lang have I focht thee throucKthe field, 
This lance will tell my tale." 
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Oh 1 ki-g ofhevin, whaffelaily fpeich 

** A fcatour's Hps can fend ! 

And art thou he wha baith my fons 

»» Brocht to a bluidy end ? 

XCVI. 

''^j.Halle, mount thy ileid, or I salHicht 
*• And meit thee on the plain ; 

<t For by my forbere's faul wc neir 
" Sail part till ane be flayne.'' 

* Now mind thy alth,' fyne Draffan flout 
To Allan loudly cry'd, 

Wha drew the fhynand blade bot dreid 

And perc'd his mailer's fyde. 

xcvir. 

Law toche eard he blciding fell, 
And flethe iune clos'd his eyne. 

« Draffan, till now I did naken 
*' i hy dethe cold muve my tein. 

< I wold to Chryfte thou valiant youtli, 

<' i h u wert in lyfe again ; 

< May ili be fa my ruthlefs wrauth 

** That brocht thee to fic pain ! 

XCVIll. 

^'Fairly, anes a' my joy and pryde, 

*' Now a' m\ grief and bale 
<'Yt maun wi haly maidens byde 

" Your deidly fau^ to wail. 
" To Icoim beir ye Draffan's corfe 

* And dochter anes fae deir, 
<^ Whar fhc may pay his heidlefs luve 

" "Wi mony a mournfu teir.*' 



y, Neilioni frint^rj Faiiley, 
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CONriNUATlON OF 

HARDY KNUTE. 

LXXI!. 

The gallant Thomas rofe be ieen 

His hcht of age to plfid ; 
And Rothfay fhawd his ftrenthie fpeir ; 

And Malcolm mein'd his fpeid. * 
'My fons yciir ftiyle 1 gladly fee, 

* Bur it fail neir be fayen, 
<That Hardyknute ^at in his ha, 

*Andheirdhis fon wns fiaycn. 

LXXIII.' 
^ My lady dcir, ye neid na feir ; 

* The richt is on our fyde : 
Syne rifmg with richt frawart haP.c 

Nac pariy waid he byde. 
The lady fat in heavy mude, 

Their tunefu march to heir, 
While, far ayont herken, the found 

Nae mair mote roun her eir. 

LXXIV. 

O hae ye fein fum gUter-and touir, 

Wi mlm« archers crownd, 
Wha vaunt to fee their trembling fac 

Keipt frae their coantrte's. bound ? 



Sic aufum ftrenth fijawd Hardykniite ; 

Sic feimd his {lately meid ! 
Sic pryde he to his menic bald, 

Sic feir his faes he gied. 

LXXV. 

Wi glie they pad owr mountains rude, 

Owr mnirs and mosses weit ; 
Sune as they faw the rlfmg fun, 

On DrafFan's touirs it gleit. 
O Fairly fair I marvel fair 

That featour eer ye lu'd, 
Whafe treafoun wrocht your father's bal 

And fhcd your brither's blude ! 

LXXVl. 

The ward ran to his youthfu lord, 

Wha fleipM his bouir intill ; 
Nae time for fleuth, your raging fae's 
*Far doun the wefllin hill. 

'And by the libbard's gowdcn low 
* In his blue banner braid, 

• That Hardyknute his dochter feiks, 

*And Draffan's dethe, 1 rede.' 

l.XXVil 

Say to my bands of matchlcfs micht, 

Wha camp law in the dale, 
•* To bulk their arrows for the fecht, 

And ftreitly gird their mail. 
" Synemcit me heir, and wein to find 

Nae juft or tourney play ; 
«< Whan Hardyknute braids to the field 

Weir bruiks na lang delay." 



Lxxviir. 

His halbrick bricht he brac'd bedeen ; 

Frae ilka Ikaith and harm 
Securit by a vvarioc aidd, 

Wi mony a fairy charm. 
A Icimly knicht cam to the ha : 

• Lord Draffan I thee brajve, 

^ Frae Hardyknutc my worthy lord, 

* To fecht wi fpeir or glaive. 

> XX X. 

" Your hautie lord me braives in vain 
** Alane his micht to pnve. 
For wha, in (ingle feat of weir 
*• Wi Hardyknute may drive ? 
But fith he meins our ilrenth to fey, 
*' On cafe he fune will find, 
i hat thouch his bands leave mine in ire, 
in force they're far behind 

i.XXX 

«* Yet cold I wete that he wald yield 
" To what bruiks nae remt id, 
I for his dochter wald nae hain 
To ae half o my fteid " 

Sad Hardyknute apart frae a* 
Leandon his birneft fpeir ; 

And, whan he on his Fairly deimd, 

He fpar'd nae fich nor teir 

LXXXI. 

What meins the felon calive vile ■? 

Bruiks this reif nae rcmcid ? 
I fcorn his gylefu vows ein thouch 
" They recht to a' hh fteid- 





m 1 




4 



Bound was lord Draffan for the fecht 

Whan lo ' his Fairly deir 
Ran frat- her hie bouir to the ha 

Wi a' the fpeid of feir. 

i XXXII. 
Em as the rudie ftar o' mora 

Peirs throuch a cloud of dew, 
Sae did (he feim, as roun his neck 

Her fnawyarms (he thrrw. 
' O why, O why, did Fairly wair 

* On thee her thouchtlefs luve > 
< Whafe cruel heart can ettic aye 

* Her fathers dethe to pruve i' 

And firft he kifs'd her bluming cheik, 

And Tyne her bofom deir ; 
Then fadly ftrade athwart the ha, 

And drapd ae tendir teir 
" My menic heid my words wi care, 

" Gin ony dare to flay 
''Lord Hardyknute, by hevin Ifwcir 
Wi lyfe he fall nae gae ' 

J.XXX'V 
*My maidens bring my bridal gown, 
* 1 little trew'd yestrene, 
To rife frae bonny DrafFan's bed, 

His bluidy dcthe to fene.' 
Owr Nethan's weily ftreim he far'd 

Wi feiming ire and pryde ; 
His blafon, glifterand owre hii helm, 
Bare Allan by hiifydc, 
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I. XX XV. 
Sync tfp to tlie hie balconie 

Schois gane wi a* her train, 
And Tune ilic faw her ftalvvart lord 

Atteiu the bleifing plain, 
Richt fune the bug-Is blev/, and" Ian ^ 

And bliildy was the fray ; 
Eir hour ofnune, that elric tyde, 
Had hundreds tint their day. 

l.XXXVI. 
Like bacon bricht at deid of nicht, 

The michty chief muvlt on ; 
His bafnet bleifing to the fun, 

Wi deidly lichtning fhone. 
DrafFan he focht, wi him at ancs 

To end the cruel ftryfc ; 
But aye his fpeirmen thranging round 
Forefend their leiderslvff. 

LXXXVir. 
The winding Clyde wi vafiant bluid 

Han reiking mon^ a mile ; 
Few stude the faucht, yet dethc alane 

Cold end their irie toil. 
<Whaflie. 1 vow, fall frae my fpeir 

• Receive they dethe the dreid 1' 
Cry'd DrafFan, as alang the plaia 
Hefpurd hisbluid-red ftcid. 

i XXXV ir. 

Up to him fune a knicht can prance, 
A grath'd in filver mail : 
Lang have I focht thee throucK the field; 
<f« Thii lance will tell my tale.'* 
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Rude was the fray, til] Dramm's Mil 

Oivrcam his y-uthfu n icht ; 
P^ rcd thiuuch rhe vifur to the eie 

Was llayne the cornel) krucht. 
rr., I XXXIX. 

The VI for on the fpeir was deft, 
An.i Drafian MiJcohn fpied'; 

* Ye fhould your vaunted fpeid this day, 
. *A[id not you ftrcnth, hae feyM.* 

"Cative, awa ye maun na fl»c," 
Stout Rothfay cry'd bedcen, 

" I'ilJ, frae my gJave, ye wi ye beir 
** The wound yefem'd yeftrene." 

X c 

* Mair your kins blui'd hae 1 fpilt 

* I han I docht cvir grein ; 

* See Rothfay whar your brithcr lyei 

* In dethe afore your cyne.' 
Scant Rothfay ftapt the faing teir ; 

** Ohatfu curfed deid 
•« Sae DrafFan feiks our fifter's luve, 
*• Nor fcirs far ither meid 1" 

owith on the word an arrow cam 

Frae anc o Rothfay band, 
Andfmoteon Draffan*s lifted t arge, 

Iti fplcnt fyne Kothfay fand. 
Pcrcd throuch tl)e knie to his ferce ftefd, 
^Wha pranc'd wi egre pain, 
The chcif was for< 'd to quit the ftryfe. 
Aedffik the nether plain. 



i 

I] IS minftrals there wi djlefu care 

The bluidy 0, ah w\t >drew ; 
But that he fae was bar'd the fecht 

Sair did the leidcr rue. 
*Cheir yc my mime men,' Draftan cryM, 

Wi meikle prydc and gHe ; 
« The prife is ours • nae clilftan bides 

*Wi u9to bate the gric' 

That hauticboaft heird Hardyknutc, 

Wbar he lein'd on his fpeir, 
Sair weiried wi the none tide heat, 

And toilfum dcids of weir. 
The firft ficht, whan he paft the thrang, 

Was Malcolm on the fwaird . 

Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tanc^ 
A nd thy youtheid had fpar'd ! 

xciv. 

Dr? ffan I ken thy ire, but noW 
Thy micht I raein to fee " 
But eir he ttrak tiie deidly dint 

The fyrewas on hisknie.^ 
<Lord Hardyknute ftrykc gif yc mdjy 

* 1 ne'er will tlriYe wi thee v 

« Forefend your dochter fee you flayft 

< f rae what (he fits on hie ! 

XCV 

< Yeftrene the prieft in haly band 

« Me joinM wi Fairly deir ; 
« For her fake let us part in peacc^ 

* And neir nieit mair in weir.* 



^< Oh ! king of hevi'n, what feimly fpefch 
** A fcatour's lip: can lend ! 
And art thou he wha baitn my fons 
*• Brucht to a bhiidy end ? 

xcv I. 

<VKafte, mount t^ y ih id, or I salUicht 

** And meit thee en ihe plain ; 
" For by my rorberc^s fatii wc neir 

Sail part till ane he liayne." 
« Now Riind thy aith,' fync DrafFan flout 

To Allan loudly cry*d, 
Wha drew the fhynand blade bot dreid 
And perc'd hismafter's fyde. 

XCV 

Law tothe eard|hc bleiding fell, 

And dethe lune clos'd his eyne. 
• Draffan, till now I did naken 

*' Thy dethe cold muve my tein. 
« I wold to Chryfle thou valiant youth/ 

Th u wert in lyfe again ; 
< May ill befa my ruthlefs wrauth 
** That brocht thee to fic pain ! 

' xcvni. 
« Fairly, anes a' my joy and prydc, 
« Now a' m> grief and bale 
Ye maun wi haly maidens byde 
" Your deldly faut to waiL 
** To Icolm heir ye DrafiFan's corfe 

• And dochter anes fae deir, 
<' Whar Ihe may pay his hcidlefs luvc 
" "Wi mony a mournfu tcin'* 



